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holy water, Passon! It put me in mind of me wone Baptism to
see how they drops did trickle over 'un."
There arose at this moment a pressing necessity for more hot
water in Nell's best silver tea-pot, which had been a present
from her communist brother. To that brother the young mother
looked now, for she noticed that Persephone, in her reaction
from the rebuff she had received from my Lord, was flirting out-
rageously with Will.
Dave got up with alacrity, opened the thick oak door and
entered the kitchen, allowing a clatter of excited women's voices,
mingled with the husky bass tones of Number One, to pour into
the parlour.
He returned with the kettle and filled up the tea-pot, which
his sister carefully held out to him across the sun-burnt wrists
and clean Sunday shirt-cuffs of the Vicar. The door between the
two rooms remained open while this transaction went on; and
that curious tension that conies over two confronted groups of
people, between whom yawns the social gulf, reduced Whitelake
Cottage to one complete self-conscious silence. It was through
the middle of this silence that Dave, like a young doctor walking
down a ward of expectant patients, took the kettle back to the
kitchen and returned to his place, closing the oak door be-
hind him.
"I can't think how we people," he said, "can be content to go
on with this sort of thing. I suppose there isn't one of us here
who casts a thought on all those picks and shovels that are work-
ing now, over at Wookey, getting out that tin which Nature put
into the Mendips for the benefit of everybody."
Will Zoyland rolled his amorous blue eyes lazily round from
his contemplation of Percy's supple figure and stared at the
speaker, who now took his seat by Lady Rachel.
A splutter of bullying raillery burst from him before his brain
had the wit to think of a good retort.
"What is your name?
Elacampaine!
If you ask me again
I'll tell you the same,"
he chanted in an aggravating manner; and then he added: